fjje Hijlory of 

Andcomes notin,oucr-ruldeby prophecies, 

I feare the power of Percy is to wcake. 

To wagean inllant trial! with theKing. 

SirUW.Why, my good Lord.youncedenotfeare, 
Thereis Douglasand Lord Mortimer. 
tsfnb. No, Mortimer isnotthere- 
SirCM. But there is Mordake,Vernon,Lord Harry 
And there is my Lord of Worcefter, and a head 
Of gallant warriours, noble gentleman. 
y4nh. And fo there is, but yet the king hath drawne 
T hcfpeciallhead ofal the land together. 

1 he Prince of Wales,Lord Iohn ofLancafter, 
Thenoblc Weflmerland.and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriualesand deare men 
Of cfiimation,and command in arnies. 

StrM. Doubt notmy L.he fhall be veil oppos’d 
Arch, l liope nolcfle,yet,needfoll t'is to fe.re. 

And topreuentthe worft,firMighell, fpeede: 

Lor if Lord Percy thriuenotere the King 
Difmifle his power,he meanes to vifit vs° 

Iror he hath heard of on tc onfedcracy, 

And,tisbut wifedometo make Prong a°-ain ft him; 
Therforemake half I mult go write a^amc 
Toother friendes & fo&revvcli^lir Mfghell. Exeunt. 
En'ertht King, Prime of wales, Lord John of L ancafier. 

Ear leaf Wefmerla*d,S,r Walter Plum and F alfalfa. 
A'ttg.Howbloudily thefunne begins to peare ‘ 
Aboue yon husky hill, the day looks pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Princel he Sou therne wind 
Doth play the trumpet to hispurpfe s, 

And by hollow whjftlingin the Jeaues 
Foretels 3 tempeftandabluftringday.* 

2G*£.Then,vvith thelofers lot it fimpathize 
lor nothing can feemefoule to thole that vinne, 

7 he trumpet founds. Enter Worcefitr . 

Xw How now my Lord of WorcefWm not well: 

1 hat you and Ifhouldmette vpon fuch tearmes , 
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As now we mecte*You haue deceiude otir truft. 

And made vs doffc our cafie robes ofpeace, 
Tocrufh our old iims m vngentle fteele; 

This is not well, my Lord,this is not well. 
Whacfayyou to it?viil you againe vnknit 
This churlilh knot of all abhorred war* 

Andmoue inthatobedientorbeagiine, 

Whercyou did giue a fairc and natural! light. 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
Of brochedmifchiefe to the vnborne times? 

Wor , Heareme.my Liege: 

For mine ovne parrel could be wellcontent 
To entertaine the lag end of my life 
With quiet houres.Forl proteft, 

Ihaue not fought the dayvofthBdiflike, 

King. You haue jiot fought if, how comes it then* 
Tal, Rebellion lay m his way, and he found it. 
Vriu Peace, chcwet peace. 

Wsr.lt plcafde your Maiefty to turne your lookes 
Offauour,fiommy felfc,and all ourhoufe. 

And yet I muft remember you my Lord: 

We were the firft and deareft: of your friends. 

For you my ftaffe ofoffice did 1 breake, 
ImRichards timc,& ported day and night 
T o meety ou on the way,and kifle your hand. 

When yet you were in place,and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I. 

It wasmy fclfe,my brother and his fonne 

*1 hat brought you home, and boldly did outdatc 

The dangers of the time. You fwore to v s, 

And you did fweare that oth at Dancafter , 

That you didnothing purpofe gainft the Rate 
Norclaimc no furthcr.then your new falne mht, 
The feac of Gaunt, Dukcdome ofLancalfer, 

To this, we fwore our aidetbut in fhort (pace 
Itraind downfortune fhowring on your head. 

And fuch a fioudofgreatncs fell on you, 
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